SAMUEL  DANIEL

XLIX

Care-charmer Sleep, son of the sable Night,
Brother to Death in silent darkness born,
Relieve my languish, and restore the light,
With dark forgetting of my cares return,
And let the day be time enough to mourn
The shipwreck of my ill-adventured youth :
Let waking eyes suffice to wail their scorn,
Without the torment of the night's untruth.
Cease, dreams, the imagery of our day-desires,
To model forth the passions of the morrow;
Never let rising sun approve you liars,
To add more grief to aggravate my sorrow:
Still let me sleep, embracing clouds in vain,
And never wake to feel the day's disdain.
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Let others sing of Knights and Paladines
In aged accents and untimely words 5
Paint shadows in imaginary lines
Which well the reach of their high wits records;
But I must sing of thee, and those fair eyes
Authentic shall my verse in time to come;
When yet the unborn shall say, *Lo, where she lies
Whose beauty made him speak that else was dumb.*
These are the arks, the trophies I erect,
That fortify thy name against old age j
And these thy sacred virtues must protect
Against the dark, and Time's consuming rage.
Though the error of my youth they shall discover,
Suffice they shew I lived, and was thy lover.
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